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up their room and moved. She pushed back her plate now
with a gesture that she knew was an unladylike one and made
signs to the young woman who had waited on them to give
her the bill.
Once in the busy street she found herself to her bewildered
amusement one of a crowd of young mothers who were push-
ing their offspring in parcel-crammed perambulators up and
down the pavement of that ancient thoroughfare. She pushed
her little vehicle across the street and hesitated for a moment
in front of D. No-man's house. How surprised he'd be if she
rang the bell, got admitted, climbed all those stairs with Lovie,
and knocked at his door! She knew he had the whole top of
the house to himself. She had only to get in!
While she was hesitating, the master of the house came
out and stood in the doorway, talking to someone. The sight
of this elderly man's placid countenance, every line and curve
of which said "Thou shalt not" to all the back-eddies of ex-
istence, dissipated in a second this reckless impulse. Hurriedly
she pushed her perambulator away from the door and up the
street; nor did she pause again till she had turned down Friary
Lane, passed her own door, descended the hill, and crossed the
little bridge by Claudius's coal-yard.
All the way along the path, under the steep prison-bank, she
suffered from the feeling of being an outcast and an outlaw.
To Lovie's excited interest in the ducks, who as they floated
in the stream kept making frantic efforts to remain head-
downwards long enough to reach the mud at the bottom, she
responded with vague automatic monosyllables.
"No one knows how proud I am," she thought, and a look
of hard, bitter satisfaction came into her face as she thought
how she had completely hidden from D. No-man the fact of
her mother's having been a "lady." The whole scene of her
mother's death came back to her now, as she remorselessly
quickened her pace. She became once more that white-
faced young girl, with unweeping eyes and set mouth, who
had deliberately buried her old life in her mother's grave
and gone back with the heavily-veiled sister to the convent
school.	'*
As she pushed her perambulator now round the turn of the
Hangman's Cottage, she experienced a moment of sick dizzi-
ness, so vividly there returned on her the cold, savage, insane

